ALONG THE ROAD
fied? as all the frequenters of cultured society
always are, of being left behind in the intellectual
race), would listen with grave avidity. And they
would leave me, triumphantly conscious that they
had scored a point over their rivals, that they had
entered a new swim from which all but the ex-
tremely select were excluded, that their minds
were dressed in a fashion that came straight from
Paris (for of course I should give them to under-
stand that Derain and Matisse entirely agreed
with me); and from that day forth the name of
ConxoluSj and with it my name, would begin to
reverberate, crescendo^ with an ever-growing
rumour of admiration, in all the best drawing-
rooms, from Euston to the World's End.

The temptation was strong; but I wrestled
with it heroically and at last had the mastery. 1
decided that I would not pervert the truth for
the sake of any reputation, however fiatteringj
for critical insight and discrimination. For the
truth, alas, is that our unique and high-sounding
Conxolus is an entirely negligible painter. Com-
petent and well-trained j but no more. His
principal merit consists in the fact that he lived in
the thirteenth century and worked in the char-
acteristic style of his period. He painted in the
decadent Byzantine manner which we, arguing
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